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cold, and miserable. Yet it was good work, too—a man's work,
opening up a new empire for settlement.
Boom towns were springing up all along our new right o£ way
in Saskatchewan, so it was not necessary for us to move with a
camp outfit. We could work out of these settlements, staying in
their raw new hotels. Every other business shack was a real-estate
office. Homesteaders and land buyers from Minnesota and the
Dakotas, from eastern Canada, and from England were flocking
into the wheat country. Grain elevators were mushrooming against
the horizon.
One night when, dead with fatigue, I came to one of these hotels,
I found that my only chance for a bed was to share one with an
Indian half-breed. He had been assigned to a tiny room above the
kitchen, and it received much of the heat of the wood-burning range
below. While I did not appreciate the stuffy warmth of the room,
there were other of God's creatures who did. As I was dressing in
the morning, I found that the moulding on the walls was three
layers deep with bed-bugs.
Nevertheless, on this job I learned to love the spaciousness of the
prairies, and I carried on this feeling for clean, flat horizons into the
deserts and polar snow-fields I was to explore later. To this day I
prefer these things to mountains, though I love mountains, too. But
mountains hem one in. Only on their summits can they match the
freedom conveyed to the soul when a man stands or moves always
as the centre of a perfect circle stretching, flat and unobstructed, to
the round rim of the earth.
When the Beaver Hills work was finished, I could run a transit
and call myself a surveyor. I had been away from home nearly two
years, and so I returned to the East to see my sister and my father.
On Father's earnest request, I consented to work that winter as a
leveller in his coal-mines. Once again there was a period of several
months during which I scarcely saw any daylight.
That winter, though, I made a short trip to New York, and while
there I met Madison Grant, an attorney who is now head of Bronx
Park and a trustee of the American Museum of Natural History.
The Alaska gold-rush was still on, Chilkoot Pass and the Klondike
were fresh in people's minds, and the beach workings at Nome were
producing fabulous tales of sudden riches. Grant had become

